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O, why does my baby shriek so loud ?— 
O, take, O take him to your breast !" 

" O, Ladye dear, nor breast, nor pap, 
Your little son will take from me ; 

O, Ladye dear, come quickly down, 
And dandle him upon your knee." 

«' The night is dark, the fire is out, 
No lamp burns in my western tower, 

Steep are the stairs, I cannot come down, 
I must abide till morning hour." 

" O, Ladye, you have three mantles fine, 
With diamonds deck'd, of lustre bright, 

Take one of them, come to your child, 
The mantle fine shall give you light." 

Then down she came, that Ladye fair, 
And only thought of her baby's harm, 

But ere the lowest step she reach'd, 
False Lambkin caught her by the arm. 

" O, spare my life," the Ladye cry'd, 
" My gold and jewels I'll give to thee, 

O, spare my life till morning hour, 

My fair young daughter thy bride shall 
be." 

«' Your gold and jewels shall never be mine, 

No daughter of yours my bride shall be, 

But your daughter the silver basin shall 

hold, 

To catch your blood while ic flows so 

free." 

" O, daughter, daughter, come not down — 
O, watch from the turret, my daughter 
dear ; 

O, leave not thy bower till morning light, 
For then thy father will be here." 

The young daughter staid till morning 
light* 
Then she heard her father rap loud at 
the ring, 
And, oh, there was none but his daugh- 
ter dear 
To open the castle and let him in. 

«* O, father, father, blame not me, 

False nurse, and false_ Lambkin, the cas« 
tie did win, 

O, father, father, cover your eyes — 
O, my dear father, do not come in !" 

" For blood is about you wherever you 
turn, 
And blond has stain'd your castle hall, 
Your little son in his cradle lies dead, 
And my dearest mother lies dead bv the 
wall!" 



He spoke not a word, he shed not a tear, 
For his heart it was burning, his brain 
it was dry ! 

He look'd on his Ladye's clay-cold cheek. 
He look'd on his baby's death-shut eye. 

He hasted away, and wild was his speed, 
His men followed fast to the pathlest 
wood, 
And there false Lambkin soon they found, 
And bis hands were red with that La- 
dye's blood. 

Oh, high was the gallow's where false 
Lambkin hung, 
And fierce biaz'd the fire on the moun- 
tain's side, 
And the false, false nurse was burnt in that 
fire, 
And the wind her ashes blew far and 
wide. 



SONG. 

-fciRIN, thy harp's wild-warbl'd air. 

Can every passion move; 
Can sink the soul in deep despair, 

Or soothe with dreams of love- 
No trillings of Italian song, 

Can such a charm impart; 
Tothy sweet harp those, strains belong, 

That touch the feeling heart. 

More plaintive is thy native lay, 

Than is the evening breeze, 
That, at the close of summer's day, 

Complains among the trees. 
Once more that sweetly pensive air, 

To sooth my secret grief; 
It draws the sigh, it steals the tear, 

And gives my heart relief. 

Dion. 



EPITAPHIUM SUPER LAPIDEM DEFOS- 
SUM IN CIMITEIUO KILKEA CAS- 
TStLO VICINO rNSCHIPTUM.* 

VlTO ego jam morior miraris verbula 
lector 
In terris morior-vita sccunda polo est 
Vita nihil prima est est et mihi pompa se- 
cimda 
Vita prior dolus est vita secunda decus 
Ecce Geraldino fueram cohjuneta Gulielmo 
'" '-"" '• i , m r— —— — — — 

* This epitaph is pointed without stops 
in the latin part, to nvake it more exactly 
resemble the original. 



